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Suppose that a man in pouring down a glass of
claret could drink the South of France, that he
could so disintegrate the wine by the force of im-
agination as to taste in it all the clustered beauty
and bloom of the grape, all the dance and song
and sunburnt jollity of the vintage. Or suppose
that in eating bread he could transubstantiate it
with the tender blade of spring, the gleam-flitted
corn-ocean of summer, the royal autumn, with its
golden beard, and the merry funerals of harvest.
This is what the great poets do for us, we cannot
tell how, with their fatally-chosen words, crowd-
ing the happy veins of language again with all
the life and meaning and music that had been
dribbling away from them since Adam. And
this is what the Roman Church does for religion,
feeding the soul not with the essential religious
sentiment, not with a drop or two of the tincture
of worship, but making us feel one by one all
those original elements of which worship is com-
posed; not bringing the end to us, but making
us pass over and feel beneath our feet all the
golden rounds of the ladder by which the climb-
ing generations have reached that end; not hand-
ing us dryly a dead and extinguished Q. E. D.,
but letting it rather declare itself by the glory
with which it interfuses the incense-clouds of
wonder and aspiration and beauty in which it is
veiled. The secret of her power is typified in the
mystery of the Real Presence. She is the only